3i2	MAIDEN CASTLE
Both the girls were on their feet at this point and Thuella
threw one of her arms round Wizzie's waist and drew her to-
wards her, running her fingers caressingly down the girl's
side.
"What a lovely dress!" she murmured softly. "D. No-man
must like this dress! It's so well-made and it fits so perfectly.
You darling! You don't know what it means to me to have got
you again at Glymes!"
Keeping her arm tightly round our friend's waist, she lifted
up the girl's chin with her free hand and kissed her.
Wizzie's thoughts were extremely detached as she submitted
to these endearments. For one thing she became conscious that
Lovie was watching them, with eyes as round as her own were
wont to grow when something serious was happening. For
another thing she couldn't help aa uneasy feeling that all Glymes,
and every room in Glymes, was dominated by the personality of
Uryen.
The tall girl seemed as if she couldn't let Wizzie go. She
was dressed in a long, painter's smock, smeared with stains from
her palette, and our friend felt as if she had nothing on under
this thin garment, such feverish electricity shivered through her
lithe body.
What she was doing now was explaining to Wizzie the picture
she had been painting; but it struck our friend that she used
her eloquence as a sort of wavering screen to conceal the inten-
sity of her feelings.
She kept talking of the "response" of Maiden Castle to some
mad dance of cloud-shapes she had painted above it; but
Wizzie soon began to feel as if, in her disturbed imagination
the excited girl were identifying herself with these clouds.
"There, 'Thel' dear," she murmured at last. "Pm not
Maiden Castle! You'll make Lovie jealous if you make such a
fuss of her mummy—won't she, my pet?"
Something in the tone in which she said this served as a
chilling non-conductor to Thuella's infatuation. She let her
go, and a strained silence fell upon them both.
It was Thuella who broke the spell, and she did it by a series
of hurried questions as to the manner in which D. No-man had
accepted Lovie.
"Did he mind," she inquired, "when you had to tell him
about her? Did he make a fuss at your wanting to have her?

